The Dream and the Reality

with Mungo; nor could she possibly confess
to her husband.

There was only one expedient; to hide her
breaking heart and tortured spirit, soothe
Ludovick into forgetfulness, laugh airily at
Mungo when she met him, and play the part
of a happy contented wife so skilfully that
Ludovick would have no thought except for
her.

But even as she made this resolution her
spirit and her flesh rebelled. Mingled with
pity for her husband, she felt an increasing and
ever more acute repugnance to him; and
blended with this agonised repugnance was
the poignant consciousness how unreservedly
she could have given herself to love and be
loved by David, if David had not sent her into
outer darkness.

There came upon her a gleam of hope which
seemed like inspiration. She would wait.
Such love as hers could not be destined to
consume to ashes ; rather would she tend the
flame and keep it like an ever-shining lamp in
the dark prison of her life, until at last the time
might come to break through the bars.

Then it seemed to her she slept; and
wakened in the depths of a forest on a hot still
day. Only a few slanting shafts of light came
in. between the branches of the elms and
ancient oaks which spread their gigantic roots
as if to live for ever.
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